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	The Allure of Darkness

**Disclaimer: I don't own anything; all the rights goes to their rightful owners. Every quote, or sentences or lyrics that is mentioned or used in the chapter or the whole fic does not belong to me but to it rightful owner. I also don't own the cover image, its right goes to their artist.**

_**Thank you (Romanscamp) on Instagram, I was just scrolling around when I stumbled upon his account. I hope that I lived to your expectation. And sorry if it's too gory. It took a while to type but I'm glad of the results. **_

_**Have a good reading people, and enjoy your day or night.**_

* * *

><p>"<em><strong>Don't underestimate the allure of darkness, even the purest of hearts are drawn to it."<strong>_

_**(Klaus Mikaelson, The vampire Diaries s4)**_

* * *

><p>The clock sat there, on the wall. Mocking her with that annoying ticking sound, it was almost four in the morning and the damned pile of work didn't seem to get lesser.<p>

Reyna breathed deeply, trying to regain her cool. And got back to read some paper about the Senate house, and its construction work.

She'd never lost her temper, especially because of paper work. She'd done this before, staying up the whole night, and so many more nights. So what was different? Oh right, she was by herself. Leo and Piper- of all people -barged in and took Frank, claiming that they were having some surprise party to Hazel. That's was hours ago, no doubt everyone is asleep in their warm bed.

Besides, she needed no one. She had once held up for two weeks without sleep, after the titan war. There was so much paper work, organizing proper burials and taking care of the legion till everyone had rested well.

But she wasn't alone back then? She had him, he checked on her constantly, and he was her companion in every night out of two weeks. Jason Grace had been the reason why she didn't explode and killed Octavian (Which would've saved them a lot of trouble but she tried to tell Jason that, and he didn't let her). He took care of the paper work and the Senate while Reyna took care of the legionnaires and New Rome.

Now he was enjoying his so called freedom with the Greeks. Reyna still couldn't grasp on the fact that someone can be as disloyal as Jason, to leave your own home whom you had lived twelve years in for bunch of strangers. Even Octavian wouldn't stoop so low. But then again, Octavian wanted to cause everyone's death while wrapped in his sick reality of him being the savior of the world.

She sighed in frustration. Five months after the war, and she was busy as ever. Frank kept visiting the Greek camp as did Hazel, leaving her to deal with the weight of the Praetor ship by herself again. She considered firing him and appointing someone who wanted to become praetor and was suitable.

She cursed, wondering how- in the name of every single holy deity out there- did she (a fighter) ended up being in the office.

The saying goes as: The pen is mightier than sword. Reyna prefers swords, she never wanted to be cooped up in the office for the rest of her service in the legion. She wanted to battle the monsters, to be with her legionnaires out there at the front lines of fire.

Taking another deep breath, she signed another paper for the kitchen operations.

She missed the good old days when she was little girl, her father would be cooking them breakfast like no other. Hylla's soft fingers as she taught Reyna patiently how to read, and write. She would spend the hot summer days on the beach, trying to build a sand castle with Hylla. Their father sometimes would grab his fishing hooks, and they would spend the entire day learning countless of fish type and kind.

But it wasn't like that anymore, their father became a shell of himself. Paranoia and fear were always there in his eyes whenever Reyna looked at him. Her sister decided to join the Amazons, and they both went two opposite paths.

She wondered for a second, of how her life would've changed if she wasn't a demi-god. Would she still be in Puerto Rico? Would she be the same without everything that made her the way she is? Would she witness the death of her legionnaires? Friends, and memories whom Reyna had shared with.

She took another calming breath, before a soft gasp escaped her lips. Her skin was itching badly, and her fingers twitched in annoyance. Her fingernails were leaving white line on her skin, the blood and the sharp sting came later. Reyna couldn't stop scratching her right hand. Every nerve in her body was being loaded on, and she needed to let it go.

She got out of the principia as quick as she can before she took a detour away from the guards' location. She headed towards the stables where Sci— she froze in her place, blinking away the tears and ignoring the loud bang in her chest.

Reyna gritted her teeth as she felt her right hand get warmer if possible, she needed to get out of here as fast as she can. There was a hidden ditch that led to a tunnel she and Jason had found once by accident, Jason had suspected that it was used for previous battles. But the tunnel led to the sewer underneath the Caldecott tunnel.

Reyna returned to the principia, closing the door behind her. The principia was the safest building in camp Jupiter, with no windows and high ceiling. There was one official door to the entrance but another was only told to the praetors by Terminus, it was located at the end of the dungeons which no Roman in his right mind would venture to.

She felt her skin prickle like it was being skinned off by a needle. Reyna dropped to her knees, biting her cry of pain. She wasn't weak, and she would never let pain get to her. Hot tears ran across her cheeks, her veins were bulging red, and the air was slowly becoming thick. Her energy rolling off her like waves, like a steady heartbeat.

The damned clock blew up (Reyna can't deny that she isn't relieved), as the humming grew louder, her body was becoming warmer and her eyelids were getting heavy. The last thing she registered was a huge wave of energy coming from her. There was a burst of light, and Reyna blacked out.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Reyna was running, she didn't know why but she was running so fast. It was hard to keep thinking straight while running, her vision blurred as the buildings went by and she ran. <strong>_

_**She felt her as if her lungs were on fire, and her legs were burning but, it was a good feeling. Like the energy itself was wrapping around her and floating to her surroundings. She focused at her headings but the buildings were going too fast for her to notice them properly. **_

_**The sky was blue above her, and the grass was fresh and green. And Reyna was feeling light, it has been awhile since she felt like that. So free, like nothing could weight her down. **_

_**She felt him before she saw him, Jason was flying up in the air, his hair was ruffled and his eyes were just as blue as the sky. **_

"_**Cheater," Reyna shouted before she increased her speed, grinning against the wind when she heard Jason laugh. She could feel the wind increasing behind her, a hand tickled her which confirmed her thoughts. Jason was cheating.**_

"_**Jason," Reyna squealed as she ran past him, her feet barely touching the ground. She took a sharp turn, and camp Jupiter came into their views.**_

_**Jason laughed as he chased her through the barracks, heading towards the Via Principia. He finally caught up with her, but only because she allowed him. **_

_**They both breathed loudly, trying to calm their racing heart.**_

"_**I love running," Reyna said, Jason nodded in agreement.**_

"_**It's refreshing when Octavian it too much," he said. Reyna grinned, "I overheard Octavian apologizing for a teddy bear before he ripped his head off." **_

_**Jason couldn't control the laughter babbling in his chest, nor did Reyna. They both laughed like there was no tomorrow, laying on the grass while clutching their stomach, anyone would've thought them mental case. **_

"_**That cloud looks like a bunny," Jason pointed out; Reyna titled her head before shaking it, "More like an elephant."**_

"_**What?" Jason asked, "Elephant? In what world does it look like an elephant." **_

"_**My world," Reyna stuck her tongue on him, "and it does look like an elephant." **_

"_**Does not,"**_

"_**Does do,"**_

"_**Does not,"**_

"_**Does do," she crossed her arms, "and that's final." **_

_**Jason sighed, "You are aggravating,"**_

_**Reyna drew a sharp breath before nodding, "And you are infuriating,"**_

"_**Annoying,"**_

"_**Egoistical." **_

"_**Frustrating,"**_

"_**Happy birthday Grace," she whispered to him. Jason opened his mouth to reply back when he realized what she said.**_

"_**You remembered?" he asked her, Reyna frowned at him.**_

"_**Of course I did," she slapped his arm lightly, "I would never forget, I promise."**_

"_**Even if the whole wide world is destroyed?" Jason asked. Reyna grinned, "Even if the sun and stars ceased to exist and the sky fell apart."**_

"_**Then I promise to not forget too," Jason told her, Reyna entangled their pinkies together. **_

"_**Come on then," Reyna tugged on his hand, "Show me your worth son of Jupiter." she took off sprinting again. **_

"_**Game on,"**_

* * *

><p>Reyna woke up to a white room, with the mother of all headaches. She blinked the haziness away as she tried to speak, but she ended coughing because her throat was dryer than a dessert.<p>

"Reyna," Nico was immediately by her side, his warm brown eyes were fixed on her in worry. Reyna wondered why. "You gave me quite the fright, don't you ever do that again."

"Nico," she mumbled, "What in name of Pluto are you talking about?"

The son of Hades blinked couple times before his mouth gaped open at her, "Someone tried to kill you by blowing the principia with you inside. Reyna, you have been unconscious for days."

Reyna froze, wondering for a second if this was a joke before dismissing the thought away. Nico wouldn't do that to her. She nodded slowly, to show Nico that she heard what he said.

"What were you doing at the principia after midnight?" Nico asked, his eyes were daring her to lie or say un-truthful words. "And don't even think about lying, we have company." He nudged with his head towards the floor. Aurum and Argentum were staring at her. Was Reyna imagining it or were their ruby red eyes staring at her in disapproval? They barked in unison, as if agreeing with Nico's warning.

Reyna sighed, "I had work to do, Nico. Not all of us can spend our days staring dreamily at a certain son of Apollo." She said, smirking when she saw his eyes widening and his cheeks flushing scarlet.

"Work?" he raised his eyebrow after his flush wore off, "At four in the freakin' morning. Are you kidding me? you can't seriously believe that I will accept this as the rational answer."

"You wouldn't understand." Reyna said, "Nico, I'm the Praetor of the legion. I can't leave all the work to finish itself, it won't. I have my duty to New Rome and the Senate, and they trusted me when they elected me as their praetor to complete my duties."

"But Frank is praetor too," Nico said protesting, not aware of her growing fury. "He doesn't spend every minute on work, or doesn't get enough sleep."

Before she can say a word, the doors to her room opened and the seven entered the room. Annabeth was by her side, "Glad to see you're back." She said. Reyna could see the tension leaving her grey eyes.

"Me too," Percy said, "We were searching for any evidence that tell us who attempted to assassinate you but we found none."

"No need," Reyna shook her head, truthfully, she doesn't know what caused her meltdown. It wasn't the first time but unlike the last time, she wasn't provoked.

"What do you mean?" Piper asked, "No need? Reyna, someone tried to kill you."

Annabeth was looking at her in question, "Leo is analyzing the remains of the explosion, if we figure out what caused the substance to blow then we might get a clue on to who hates you badly."

Reyna sighed, "I'm the praetor, not exactly beloved person in New Rome. Some might be mad or upset because someone whom they knew or loved was dead because of a decision of mine." She decided to play along, maybe they will try a little before they give up.

"We will find whoever did this," Percy said in determination. Reyna resisted the urge to snort. Did Percy believe that she was scared? She, a daughter of Bellona and praetor of the legion, scared.

What has the world gone to?

"Nico mentioned that I was passed out for days," Reyna cleared her throat, trying to direct their attention from the whole assassination attempt. "What did I miss so far?"

Annabeth shrugged, "Not much. There were couple senate meetings about who would become a praetor after you if you suddenly died, which made us extra cautious."

_Days, only days and people were already plotting for taking away my praetorship._ Reyna thought bitterly, _after everything that I had done for their sorry podex'. That's how they repay me._

Frank cleared his throat, "I had finished all of the paper work on your desk, with some help." He handed her the papers, Reyna started to skim over the pages to get the general summary when she noticed something. The handwriting varied from page to page.

"You said you got help," Reyna noticed Frank flinching slightly, "Who helped you?"

Several people in the room averted their eyes, Reyna's blood ran cold. Did Frank show the papers to Greeks? Not even the legionnaires were allowed to see the papers, much less Greeks.

"You got to be kidding me," Reyna really did hope that he was joking but Frank looked at the floor, "Did you ask for the Greeks' help on private matters concerning us Romans?" she asked, she was almost gaping at Frank.

"Look, nothing bad happened." Piper said sheepishly, "Frank needed help, and it's us, we won't tell anyone about the papers."

Reyna blinked once in shock, the nerve of that girl. Reyna had reached her limits, Frank committed treachery without even knowing, if it was a praetor other than her. Frank Zhang would be banished or executed. She needed to put an end to this, no more second chances. Reyna needed an equal not a submissive legionnaire.

"Frank, come here." She ordered and the son of Mars came forward, she took the praetor cloak from him much to his shock. "I don't think that you are qualified for the praetor position anymore. I already have so many reasons yet I tried to excuse you, just go to Hazel and spend time with her."

"Why?" Frank asked. Reyna knew that she did the correct thing because Frank's eyes didn't hold regret or sorrow for losing the position.

"Because you weren't trained for praetorship. You are a soldier Zhang, not a politician which is required for the job."

Frank nodded before he took her by surprise and hugged her, "Thank you," he whispered before he turned on his heels and left the room, no doubt looking for Hazel.

Annabeth gave her a small smile, "So I guess that you will start the elections," it came more like a statement than a question, Reyna nodded.

"I have till the feast of Fortuna to find a reasonable candidate for the position, so I can present it to the legion and they can decide by voting."

Percy looked at her in sympathy, "The feast of Fortuna is months away, you would be stuck again…" he froze when he realized his words, slapping his hand on his mouth.

Reyna also realized what his words meant, she would be alone again. Like those months where she spent her days worrying about Jason, and trying not to crack under the pressure.

The air became awkward, and un-comfortable. Reyna sighed, breaking the silence. "I'm used to it by now, it's not like Frank did much any way. I'm quite surprised how I hadn't replaced him earlier."

"Why?" Jason asked, talking to her for the first time in more than a year. Reyna realized that she didn't feel anything when she looked at him. No anger or sadness, nor bitterness.

"Because Frank Zhang was appointed hastily by a Graecus, who used to be a Roman." Reyna glared at him, feeling the satisfaction blooming in her when he flinched.

"Reyna," Piper about to say when Jason cut her off, "What do you mean? It's not my fault that the undead legion didn't obey me."

Reyna snorted, "You are just like your father," she could tell that she hit a nerve because Jason's eyes blazed with anger, "The legion didn't obey you because you aren't son of Jupiter, you are a spawn of Zeus."

"Reyna,"

Percy and Annabeth were standing between her and Jason, Nico was looking at her in curiosity. The son of Hades did nothing but stare at her, trying to figure what was she hiding. There were times where Rena was scared that Nico would see her for what she is, and leave as the others did.

"I had a long discussion with Terminus about your duties as Pontifex Maximus. We both reached the mutual decision that your duties will be stopped and transferred to Nico. Terminus had expressed his absolute refusal in letting you inside the Pomerian line."

"What?" half of the room exploded while the other half were staring in shock.

"Why?" Jason asked her, his fists were clenched tightly. "This is my city too. And I was appointed by Jupiter himself, what makes you sure that you can change his words."

"No it's not," Reyna shook her head, she got up from her bed, wobbling slightly but she managed to hold herself without anyone's help. She walked towards Jason, stopping only inches from him. "You stopped being Roman when you forgot the difference between the gods of Rome and the gods of Greece, be thankful that you are only banished from New Rome." Her voice become colder as her words turned more dangerous, "If it was up to me, I would have your head at the temple of Jupiter Optimus Maximus and may the gods of Rome damn your soul."

It was that hint of fear that really told Reyna that Jason was no longer there, he never got scared from her. If he was really back, he would've gotten as equally mad as her and he would've screamed at her attempts in kicking him from his home. He would've thundered and stormed through the room in protest. And he would never be afraid of her.

But Reyna knew that this wasn't the same Jason Grace, this was someone who was more coward. He wasn't the same guy whom every single happy or sad memory contained him. And in those eight months before Percy came, she had mourned him. Still is mourning him, he was her best friend in the whole wide world. But he left her unwillingly, and he hadn't come back to his home- to her -yet, and he never will.

She smiled brightly, there was no heartache or no dullness. Watching Piper giving Jason a hug and both leaving the room. She felt as light as she had been when they won the battle of Othrys.

Nico came next to stand next to her, "I'm glad that you moved on." He said, his voice was low. Reyna smiled, "You told me that we should let the dead rest in peace."

* * *

><p>Reyna sat in an underground cell, engulfed in complete darkness. She couldn't remember the last time she saw the light, felt the warmth of the sun. She lost the count of the hours as days went by while she was trapped in sound, and light proof room.<p>

She had been careless enough to fall into the hands of filthy barbarians. The German tribes held grudge over Rome for being better and conquering them. Reyna should've known that they would attack in the night, to destroy as much Romans as they can but instead, they got more than they bargained for. They got the praetor herself.

The Greeks and Romans were idiots, to believe that life can be good for once. That everything will be back the way it was. It didn't, Gaea had one more weapon and she intended to launch it when it was least expected. She had let a patch of Germans from the old days of Caesar back to life, and they did come back before deciding to cross Gaea too. They left biding their time to attack Rome, when it would be less expected.

The feast of Fortuna. Reyna had already been with Michael Kahale. The centurion of the first cohort expressed his interest in praetorship and Reyna didn't really mind him, he required more training because even if he was a son of Venus, he was a Roman legionnaire first which meant that he was used to sword more than to pen.

In a display of harmony between camps. The Greeks were invited to the feast of Fortuna, every last one of them. So Reyna had made sure than the legion behaved which meant none of their scandalous affairs or parties, Dakota did protest a lot and he did whine (no one was surprised, it wasn't the first time) but Reyna only ignored him (like usual) and threatened them with kitchen and bathroom duties for weeks.

In the middle of the feast, where they were about to make offering to the goddess of Fortune. It was clear that she didn't favor them because the Germans attacked then, it took the Romans awhile to recognize the awful blue faces and bleached hair. And so a fight happened, the Greeks helped but it didn't do much. They were inside the Pomerian line, with only Terminus and silverwares as weapon to defend them from barbarian with swords and axes. So it became more fight with abilities, the children of Mars were able to knock some and get their swords. Children of Ceres and Trivia shined brightly in the battle as the plants and fire obeyed their wills. Percy certainly did a number on them, with his water bending. As did Nico and Hazel, controlling the shades and metals. Jason had hovered with Piper in his arms, she was trying to charm speak people.

It was still not enough, because Reyna was stabbed with a hot metal rod. Before being used as a leverage, every single Roman and Greek stopped (much to her dismay) and dropped their weapons. The barbarians seemed to see some sort of treasure in Reyna because they snatched her and disappeared.

Since then, Reyna had been captured and thrown in a dirty small cell. It was like déjà vu all over again. Just make the earth sway and the rough smell of ocean waft in the air, and Reyna would be thrown back to her eleven years old self.

The leader Scáthach, even Reyna didn't know how to spell his name, was this old man with scars deforming his face. His hair was spikey and bleached almost white. He had a buffy built body which meant that he was made for combat, not speed which came to Reyna's advantage. He might've been once handsome to any stupid, no sense of self-preservation and blind women.

He claimed to be the son of Arawn, the Celtic god of the underworld and war. Reyna once upon a time would've laughed in his face because there were only the Roman gods but after meeting Percy, her previous- bad -meetings with the magicians, they all made her change her mind. Everything was possible in their world of myth and gods. However, she had no doubt that a mixture of Mars and Pluto in one was bound to get nasty.

So Reyna sat there silent as the night while they tried to get answers from her. The legion's whereabouts, the location of the camp, New Rome security breaches and the count of the legion. But she sat there, with a taunting smile on her face as Scáthach raged and punched. Reyna had long reached the conclusion that they were nut-crackers if they believed that she would give them answers, or beg, or scream in pathetic agony. Even after they left, she would twist her bones back to their place with tears and heart-wrenching silent whimpers.

She wondered if the legion got over her, and declared her dead. They would probably had Kahale become their praetor and some daughter of Mars or Trivia as his partner. Percy would be with Annabeth, happy as ever (which they both deserved and Reyna didn't blame them at all) Leo would be building his machine shop with Calypso helping with the decoration. Jason wouldn't even think twice about keeping the search party for her going on (if there was a one) he would be busier fanning over Piper's face. And Nico, the son of Hades had been crushing over William Solace. No one would care if she died or lived.

That wasn't entirely true, Hylla would care.

After everything she had done to them, they forgot it quickly. Just minutes after she left to cross the Mare Nostrum, they obeyed Octavian's orders immediately. Sometimes Reyna wondered why did she leave her sister for them but she knows that no matter what, she would never regret choosing the legion. There was something magical about being part of the legion, the roar of the Romans as they advanced for war. Chants and drills mixed well together, Reyna would always be straining to hold her laughter as the legion sang.

Reyna wasn't an idiot, the only reason why she was alive is because she held some degree of importance to the Barbarians. They needed something and only she can give them which is why she is getting out in moments.

She had been paying extra attention to the guards, they were wise enough to appoint three guards outside her cell but they were also idiots to forget her parentage. Bellona was the goddess of war, and as the goddess of war, it came with so many perks.

One of those perks were the ability to sense and manipulate weapons. Reyna had figured this when she noticed the weapons humming under her touch, so she trained using the guards' weapons. Sometimes, they would sleep so Reyna would keep her head in the weapon, to feel its strength and weakness. She had gotten fairly good at controlling the weapons, all she had to do is to will them and they would obey her.

She is usually shackled but a simple spell sent the shackles to the floor, one of the guards noticed but before he could say something, Reyna waved with her right hand and his weapons went straight through his jaw, and getting out of the back of his head with a sickening sound. The other two guards were about to leave but Reyna caused fire to block their path. She broke the cell bars before grabbing a stray sword.

"Gentlemen or barbarians, we can do this the easy way or the hard way." Reyna suggested but she was meet by silence which answered her question. "Hard way then."

One of the two men came at her, with his red hair that almost looked like it was on fire. Reyna didn't mind it and burned his hair, he fell to his knees and started rolling on the dirt trying to put the spreading fire off.

His screams echoed through the underground cellar, his friend was staring in horror at him. Reyna huffed in annoyance. She twirled her right hand towards him, and he fell on knees too. Screaming his throat raw as every cell in his brain was popping.

After all the time of her getting tortured by them, Reyna will be damned if she let anyone have mercy. She stepped off the three dead bodies, and peaked through the hallway. There was the sound of commotion upstairs which meant that they heard the screams coming from the cellar.

Reyna pressed her lips tightly before she stopped to think, she needed to get out without much resistance because she was week from all this time, spent in underground cell with barely food and water. She turned around to see what lay outside her cell before noticing the barrels of beer and alcohol.

. . .

Seconds later, the underground cellar exploded. Chunks of the earth itself flew up in the air as people screamed and ran for cover.

Someone ran past her screaming (much to her amusement) before he froze in his steps and turned towards her. Reyna immediately wretched his sword from his belt and stabbed him through the chest. He gurgled and chocked on his blood, Reyna had started to see black dots in her vision. She was losing energy and she was losing it fast, she placed her hand above his heart, feeling the raw energy that came with someone's heartbeat. Her strength returned back, and Reyna never felt more alive.

She used her control over the weapons and cursed them, causing them to attack their owners which gave her the perfect opportunity to escape while they weren't watching, instead trying not to get killed by their own weapons.

She could now see their camp clearly, with the tents made from animal fur which didn't make sense in hot California air, but she figured that they weren't in California. Maybe someplace colder and closer to the north. There were some bonfires around, forming a circle around some dead bodies. The bodies were deeply wounded, but their built didn't suggest fighters. Maybe some mortals who were unfortunate enough to fall into the barbarians' hands.

The earth smelled fresh, and the sun was every bit of warm as Reyna remembered it. She missed the fresh air, and the feel of the winds against her hair. Truthfully, Reyna was tired and exhausted. She wanted a warm bath, and a plate of brownies. She longed to hear the 'Senatus Populusque Romanus' echoing through the cohorts. She just had to do one more thing before she was free, she cut her palm with a blunt rock and let her blood fall on the ground.

She heard some footsteps so she ducked as some people passed by, crouching down to hide behind some old large crates. She could see some people in cages, they wore ripped, and dirty but modern clothes nonetheless which meant that they were humans, waiting to be sacrificed which would align with the festival of Beltain. But it was held in the late winter or early spring.

Reyna was kidnapped on may twenty-fifth, before another thought struck her. What if she was held for an entire year? And they didn't find her at all, they never really cared. But didn't Lupa teach them to never leave someone behind, yet she also taught them to never allow the death of too many for too little.

Reyna saw some heavy coats or cloaks made from fur, she quickly grabbed it along with the boots. And blended with the crowd, people were screaming everywhere as her magic worked it trick. She had never thought that she would be thankful for Circe, for all the magic that she had taught Reyna.

She grabbed some rusty old knife before she jammed it in the cages, looking around to make sure no one saw her before she turned towards the very scared people. Reyna made 'silence motion, and opened the cage slowly. She beckoned the people to move in hurry, they moved after hesitating for second. Reyna figured that they wanted to get out of that hell hole. The last one looked at her in admiration, at first Reyna didn't recognized the person before she remembered the same hooked nose that belonged to the centurion of the third.

Maxwell was a son of Vulcan, Reyna always brought Aurum and Argentum to him for daily checks. Max was looking so bad, his once chubby cheeks were hollow and his eyes were far too empty for Reyna's liking. Max was a literal genius, he was part of the legionnaires that Reyna trusted to be fair and un-judging.

"What…" Reyna opened her mouth to speak, but Max smiled weakly and stumbled. Reyna immediately supported his weight, giving him some of her energy so he can stand up and actually run.

"We have been searching for you," he rasped, "everywhere, I got stuck couple weeks ago. Another search party was reported missing around this area, not a single response came back."

Reyna had been so upset and keen that they forget her, and she didn't even realize how much did they search for her. She was selfish in her prayers, and now people died for her. Their blood was on her hands, and she would never be able to clean it.

"Where-Where are we?" Reyna swallowed her tears, they needed to get out of her then the reunion can happen. The other mortals were staring at her in amazement and gratefulness, Reyna needed to get them out of here as fast as she can.

"Near Canada, but closer to the coast. We should've known that they would prefer something to remind them of their home, rainy and miserable." He grumbled, and Reyna resisted the urge to laugh. Max had been spending way too much time with Leo.

Reyna checked if the coast is clear, after she had pinned Max' leg with a hastily made cast from wood and piece of fabric. And so they ran. A group of people motivated with survival but survival was the last thing on her mind, Reyna wanted revenge and she was going to get it.

They made a dash towards the clearing which was separated from the woods by a wild river. If they passed the river, the mortals would be safe. Something flashed from the corner of her vision and Reyna ducked to the floor.

A silvery arrow (poisonous) flew past her head and landed few inches away from her head. The people didn't even stop to help her, some bastard stepped on her hand and Reyna resisted the urge to wring his motal-ish neck. Max was about to turn around to help her but Reyna shot him a dark glare, the tiny hint of fear entered his eyes and his face showed conflict. Reyna shook her head, trying to assure him that she had this under control. Grunting in annoyance, she turned backward to see Scáthach looking mad to see her escaping.

Reyna smirked just to annoy him, "Have you had a lovely evening?" she said, raising her eyebrow in amusement. She mocked him with her British accent, fully knowing that her fake accent was so bad.

He threw an axe which landed right next to her hand, Reyna scowled, "Bad evening it's then." She picked the axe and threw it towards with a strength she'd doubted it existed within her. The axe hit him and pierced his thigh.

Scáthach howled in pain, he ripped the axe from his thigh with a yell. Reyna sighed, "Really?" she jumped on him, surprising him and attacking with her hidden knife. She shoved the knife up his eye, and she almost didn't see the dagger aimed for her ribcage. She dodged but she was a minute late. The dagger lodged itself in her abdomen, Reyna growled but she didn't show him any expression. She wouldn't give him the satisfaction of watching her in pain.

He cackled like a madman, "The pride of the legion, on her knees in front of me." he laughed out loud, bending slightly to pick up the axe again. His eye didn't seem to hurt him, and if it did, he didn't show it anymore. The knife sticking out of his eyeball was so tempting to get pushed even more so it can slice his brain.

Reyna stopped to think about his words, before she smirked. She bended backward and kicked with her boots where the sun didn't shine. There was that expression on his face that would've been funny had Reyna wasn't feeling murderous. In his haste to clutch his private area, he let the axe fall from his hands. Reyna picked it and swung it on his head with the blunt end. He fell on his back, moaning in pain and whimpering as he noticed her nearing him.

"I'm the pride of the legion," she said through gritted teeth, "I'm the daughter of Bellona, the goddess of devastation and destruction." She smirked as she swung the blade at him stomach, not even flinching from his high pitched scream. "Did you honestly believe that I will let you get away with months of torture?" she kicked his ribs as hard as she can, not stopping until she heard multiple cracks.

"My men will catch you," he spat blood from his mouth, his chest was heaving badly. "As soon as your sorcery effect wear out. They will hunt you, and they will gouge your insides out."

Reyna actually laughed, "My sorcery wasn't the only thing rigged in that godforsaken camp, and now, I will send you to your father."

A look of pure terror entered his eyes, "My mother, and pregnant wife are in the camp." He pleaded with her, "Please, don't do this."

Reyna blinked at him, "Well-Well, I will be damned." She threw the axe and pulled the knife from his eyes before shoving it above his heart, opening a wide enough long cut. She shoved her hand inside his ribcage, passing his ribs and reaching his heart. "I hold your life right in the palm of my hand."

"Please…" he sputtered, Reyna had to give to him, he hadn't scream once since she shoved her hand up his chest.

"The blood of devastation and destruction runs through my veins. May the gods damn your soul." Reyna gritted her teeth as another wave of pain shot through her body, her abdomen was aching badly but Reyna held herself together and focused her energy into the heart in the palm of her hands. _"Carissimi Trivia, nihil remanere nisi sit splendor ignis ardebit. Donec sanguis eorum cremari corpora resolvuntur in cinerem." _She chanted in a low voice, feeling the energy fill her from head to toe.

Scáthach's life force was sapping away, the sky above her thundered loudly. Her blood started to burn bright across her clothes, then it slowly started to head towards the camp. Seconds later, the fire started to climb the huts and people's clothes. Burning everything, and anything on its way.

Scáthach's body was slowly crumbling into grey ashes, to get carried by the winds. The wind carried the people's ashes, and Reyna could hear their screams as they burned. Her mind flashed back to when they burned every inch of her skin. To see when she will crack, but she didn't and they didn't stop.

She felt a smile stretching on her face, as the rain slowly fell. Reyna had never felt more glorious as her energy was getting stronger as more people burned, and her wounds slowly healing.

She was the pride of the legion, the daughter of Bellona. She was a Queen, and her hands had never been more stained with blood. And she didn't even care, Reyna laughed like she'd never did. She laughed till tears streamed down her face, till her stomach ached from too much laughter. She laughed like it was the end of the world and she was savoring her last moments, as the village burned to ashes before her.

* * *

><p><strong>Was it too dark? The whole thing is my attempt at Dark!Reyna, you guys need to remember that she was held captive by them for over a year, bad things happened and Reyna was out for blood. *sighs sadly* I will never stop torturing my characters, and to the people who read my MOA version, I'm sorry but the scenes I have in my head will not be fluffy at all. <strong>

**Please comment your thoughts, or if you have any requests for me.**

**Peace out**


End file.
